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But a little later, when she had locked and bolted the door
and gone back to the bedroom, her husband heard her laugh
and asked what she was laughing at.

"The most extraordinary thing's just occurred to me ...
promise you won't mock. I really believe that the doctor was
a bit in love with me in the old Bordeaux days... it wouldn't
surprise me."

Victor Larousselle replied thickly through clammy lips that
he wasn't jealous if that was what she meant, and followed up
the remark with one of his hoariest jokes: "He's just ripe for the
cold stone." He added that the poor fellow had obviously had
a slight stroke. Many of his old patients, who didn't like to
abandon him, secretly consulted other doctors. T

"Not feeling sick any longer? Sure your hand doesn't hurt?"

No, he was quite comfortable.

"I only hope that the story of what happened to-night doesn't
make the rounds in Bordeaux.... Young Courreges is quite
capable..."

"He never goes there nowadays. Try to get some sleep. I'm
going to put out the light"

She sat in the darkness, motionless, until a sound of quiet
snoring rose from the bed. Then she went to her room, passing,
on the way, Bertrand's half-open door. She could not resist the
temptation to push it wide. Standing on the threshold she
sniffed. The mingled smell of tobacco and the human body
filled her with a cold fury. 'I must have been mad to let him
come in here!.. / She opened the windows to let in the cold
air of dawn, and knelt down for a moment at the head of the
bed. Her lips moved. She buried her face in the pillow.